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I  was  born  February  8th,  1822,  in  Chel¬ 
tenham,  in  the  county  Glouschestershire  in 
England.  My  parents  became  converts  to 
the  Roman  Catholic  faith  when  I  was  in 
my  fifth  year;  and  subsequently  were  de¬ 
voted  members  of  that  Church,  in  whose 
tenets  and  services  I  was  strictly  educated. 
I  celebrated  my  first  confession  in  my  sev¬ 
enth  year,  but  did  not  receive  the  right  of 
confirmation  until  1  was  about  fourteen 
years  old.  I  was  indented  at  mining  when 
1  was  nine  years  of  age  to  John  Wedge,  a 
member  of  the  Wesleyan  Methodists,  who, 
iu  an  agreement  with  my  father,  did  not 
interfere  with  my  attendance  upon  the  ser¬ 
vices  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  In 
•my  twenty-first  year  I  married  Rebecca 
Billingham  who  was  raised  a  protestant, 
but  two  or  three  years  after  our  marriage, 
united  with  the  Catholic  Church  atBillston, 
In  England.  In  1857,  we  emigrated  to 
America,  and  settled  at  Danville,  Montour 
ecunty,  Pennsylvania,  and  immediately 
idcntifyed  ourselves  with  the  Church  in 
that  place.  When  but  a  prentice  boy  the 
Holy  Spirit  deeply  convinced  me  of  sin,  and 
so  great  was  my  distress  that  I  spent  whole 
nights  weeping  and  praying  earnestly, 
and  wishing  for  the  dawn  of  the  morning. 


Gradually,  however,  these  convictions  wore 
off  and  I  became  perfectly  satisfied  with 
my  Church  and  the  counsels  of  the  PriestB, 
I  was  a  devoted  Roman  Catholic,  attending 
regularly  upon  the  Church  services,  going 
to  tie  confessional  and  communion  about 
once  a  month,  conforming  to  all  the 
Church  rites,  and  paying  all  the  penal¬ 
ties  imposed  on  me  by  the  Priests.  Being 
guilty  only  of  venial  sins,  my  penance  wa3 
generally  light,  consisting  always  in  read 
ing  two  or  three  times  the  littany  of  Jesus, 
or  the  littany  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  ;  but 
on  one  occasion,  I  was  greatly  humiliated 
by  a  Spanish  Priest,  who  was  temporarily 
in  charge  of  the  Parish  Church  at  that 
time.  He  required  me  to  remove  my  cloth¬ 
ing  from  the  upper  part  of  my  body,  and 
with  some  instrument  inflicted  a  wound 
upon  my  back,  which  gave  me  great  pain. 
Notwithstanding  my  many  visits  to  the 
confessional,  and  frequent  absolutions,  I  did 
not  feel  any  inward  peace,  but  would  often 
ask  myself  “Am  I  truly  forgiven  ?  Are  all 
my  sins  pardoned  ?”  Oh  1  how  much  I 
would  have  gladly  given  to  know  I  was 
free  from  the  curse  of  sin !  In  March  1874, 
I  paid  a  visit  to  England, (the  home  of  my 
ancestors,  and  the  place  of  my  birth,)  to  see 
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and  converse  with  the  friends  of  my  youth. 
While  On  shipboard  the  convictions  of  sin, 

Vr  hich  I  had  felt  in  the  days  of  my  boyhood,  1 
all  returned,  and  the  view  of  my  sinfulness 
overwhelmed  me.  Many  nights  I  spent  in  j 
agonising  prayer,  repeating  my  scalpular  | 
prayers  with  intense  fervency.  On  my  ar- 
riyal  ht  Liyefpool,  my  convictions  increas¬ 
ed.  I  tried  in  many  ways  to  shake  them 
off.  I  would  busy  myself  with  other  thoughts 
but  the  more  I  tried,  the  greater  they  be¬ 
come,  so  that  when  I  arrived  among  my 
■friends  I  was  on  the  borders  of  despair. 
My  mother  having  died  a  few  months  be¬ 
fore  my  arrival,  1  made  a  visit  to  her  grave,  j 
My  distress  increased  as  I  stood  in  the  re¬ 
gions  of  the  dead,  and  gazed  upon  the  little 
mound  where  my  mother  laid.  My  trou¬ 
bled  soul  sighed  for  an  auswer  to  the  inqui¬ 
ry;  “Am  I  ready  to  die?’’  But  no  assur¬ 
ance  came  to  relieve  nty  troubled  breast,  j 
To  gain  some  relief  and  rest  from  my  tor- ! 
menting  fears,  I  attended  faithfully  to  all 
my  religious  duties,  -went  to  confessiou  fre-  j 
quently,  closely  examining  my  entire  life,  j 
and  bringing  up  every  sin  1  could  remem-  ; 
her.  At  Colbourne  Brook,  I  visited  my  j 
brother  and  sister.  My  brother  and  his 
wife  saw  I  was  in  trouble,  and  insisted  that 
1  should  accompany  them  to  a  place  of 
amusement,  asserting  I  needed  agood  laugh, 
and  that  would  make  me  all  right.  I  con¬ 
sented,  but  so  deep  was  my  distress  of  mind, 

I  was  compelled  to  leave  the  place  very 
soou  after  entering  it,  and  went  home  alone, 
to  pray,  and  spent  such  a  night  of  sorrow 
lor  my  sins,  1  feared  1  would  die  before 
morning.  I  remained  about  three  months 
in  Eugland,  then  teturned  to  America,  still 
in  great  doubt  as  to  my  acceptance  with 
God.  Frequently  I  bad  seasons  of  peace 
and  joy,  but  I  always  believed  the  pardon 
of  my  sins  must  come  through  the  Priest. 
Ilad  I  never  belonged  to  any  Church,  I  be¬ 
lieve  I  would  have  found  rest  in  Jesus, 
much  sooner.  For  man}'  weary  months 
niy  soul  waded  deep  waters,  and  1  traveled 
a  dreadful  valley.  But  light  at  length  broke 
in  upon  my  spiritual  vision,  the  morning 
dawned,  it  w;as  bright,  clear,  satisfactory. 
1  felt,  I  knew  Jesus  was  mine,  and  I  was 
His.  Since  then  my  peace  flows  like  a 
river,  and  above  all  things,  1  love  to  sit  at 
the  feet  of  J'esus  and  learn  of  him.  For 
\he  encouragement  of  others,  aud  if  pos¬ 


sible  to  help  some  troubled,  sincere  seeking 
one  to  find  Jesus,  I  will  relate  with  some  de¬ 
tail  my  exercises,  during  the  many  months 
I  was  trying  to  find  pardon  for  my  sins. 

Some  weeks  before  this  peace  and  joy  j 
came  into  my  soul,  my  wife  said  she  thought  j ; 
if  I  could  get  the  morning  fresh  air,  it  ; 
might  possibly  do  me  good.  I  was  of  tbe  \. 
same  opinion,  so  we  acted  accordingly,  and  1 
removed  some  distance  from  my  work,  so  | 
that  I  could  have  an  hour's  walk  in  the  I ! 
morning.  This  change  of  place  and  long  || 
walk  failed  lo  help  me.  The  peace  aud  I 
joy  that  I  felt  was  soon  followed  by  distress,  ir 
I  did  not  suppose  this  peace  was  the  fruit  |a 
of  my  conversion,  but  that  Almighty  God  V 
had  only  removed  those  terrible  tears,  and  1 
deep  horror  of  soul  from  which  I  suffered. 

I  knew  I  was  a  member  of  the  Holy  Oath  -  ■ 
olic  Church,  the  only  true  Church,  through  !j 
which  alone  1  could,  and  must  be  saved, ■■ 
(all  this  I  firmly  believed),  I  confessed  my  !t| 
sins  over  and  over  again,  and  tried  to  live  1 
in  accordance  with  all  the  precepts  of  the  9 
Church  and  thought  I  must  be  saved,  jl 
Slill  I  doubled.  Satan  tempted  me  until  I 
began  to  think  I  had  sinned  against  light 
I  aud  knowledge,  and  my  day  of  grace  had  « 
?one,  and  God  had  cast  me  off  foreyer.  All  j 
this  time  I  kept  praying  as  earnestly  as  any'  iJ 
j  poor  sinner  cculd,  crying,  “Lord  show  I 
,  mercy  to  me.”  Oh  !  what  terror  seized  my  ’ 
soul!  It  seemed  as  if  the  hosts  of  belli 
combined  against  me,  and  I  felt  like  a  con¬ 
demned  criminal  waiting  for  the  execution,  i 
I  was. filled  with  despair,  I  was  afraid  to  9 
eat,  Satan  said  to  me,  “God  will  let  yourl 
i  food  choke  yrou.” 

T  .  '  I 

1  kept  on  praying  every  moment,  and  bid"  ■ 
ding  Satan  depart  from  me.  I  tound  no  re-1 
lief  for  many  days,  aud  could  not  sleep  atl 
nights  till  my  wearied  nature  demanded 
rest.  One  night  after  retiring  to  bed,  I  lay  > 
fighting  the  awful  and  vain  imaginations  I 
which  came  into  my  mind.  About  mid- 1 
night  the  Devil  suggested  to  me  the  vilest  il 
blasphemy  I  suppose  that  hell  could  invent. 

I  cried  “Lord  help  me.”  I  could  say  no  I 
more,  for  the  temptation  wab  so  great.  1 
held  myr  hand  upon  my  mouth  fer  fear  those  j  | 
terrible  things  would  escape  my' lips  In  1 ! 
my  heart  1  kept  saying,  “Lord  help  me,” 
scores  and  scores  of  times,  but  it  seemed  | 
the  more  1  prayed  the  worse  1  become.  I 
believed  I  was  a  wretch  in  the  extreme,  aud  a 
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could  only  be  numbered  among  the  vilest  of 
the  vile,  that  I  had  sold  my  birthright  like 
Esau.  I  began  to  reason  with  Satan,  who 
suggested  that  the  joy  and  peace  I  had  ex¬ 
perienced  God  did  give  to  those  who  were 
Christians,  but  he  only  showed  these  things 
to  me  to  torment  me,  vile  wretch  that  I  was. 
In  tny  distress  I  turned  to  my  w  ife  and  said  : 
"Rebecca,  do  you  think  i  have  sold  my 
birthright?”  My  poor  wife  did  not  know 
what  to  say  to  comfort  me  but  Replied,  "The 
Devil  is  a  liar,  and  the  father  of  lies.”  Ear- 
Lesl.y  i  plead  with  God,  and  pulled  my 
wife  on  her  knees,  and  asked  her  to  implore 
Almighty  God  to  have  mercy  on  my  soul. 
1  remained  in  this  state  of  mind  many 
weeks.  I  could  not  work,  though  many 
times  I  forced  myself  to  begin  my  days  la¬ 
bor.  I  became  deeply  concerned  about  my 
wife  and  two  children,  who  were  still  with 
me.  I  could  not  bear  to  have  them  out  of 
my  sight.  One  day  I  told  my  wife  I  believed 
that  the  Lord  had  given  me  lip  to  the  Devil, 
and  I  would  become  an  example  of  vice, 
and  a  disgrace  to  mankind.  All  this  time  I 
paid  strict  attention  to  all  the  duties  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church,  went  to  confession 
.eyery  time  the  Parish  Priest  came  to  our 
small  mission,  but  all  my  confessions  and 
devotions  appeared  to  do  me  no  good.  I 
knew  not  what  more  I  could  do.  I  loved 
to  think  of  Jesus’  name,  aDd  would  often 
find  myself  repeating  the  words, 

“Jesus  the  very  thought  of  Thee, 

With  sweetness  fills  my  breast, 

But  sweeter  tar  T liy  face  to  see, 

A.nd  iu  Thy  presence  rest.” 

But  these  precious  emotions  would  soon 
leave  me,  and  Satan  would  come  upon  me 
like  a  mountain  wave  on  the  troubled  ocean 
and  then  my  depravity  aud  moral  degreda- 
tion  would  overwhelm  me  with  distress. 
Satan  suggested,  “you  want  to  be  very  nice 
and  punctual  in  your  devotions,  but  it  is 
of  no  use  for  such  a  degraded  wretch  as 
you  are  to  pray.”  Then  a  feeling  of  despair 
would  come  over  me,  and  horrible  visions 
come  up  before  me.  which  I  never  shall  for¬ 
get.  Satan  was  dilligent,  and  my  thoughts 
carried  me  into  all  the  haunts  of  vice,  and 
I  seemed  to  see  and  feel  all  the  depths  of 
sin  into  which  human  nature  had  fallen. 
My  bodily  strength  at  this  time  bad  so  fail¬ 
ed  me,  that  I  was  like  a  man  going  into 
consumption.  At  this  time,  Jesus  sent 
some  light  into  my  soul.  Ob  !  the  tears  of 


of  joy  I  shed,  but  alas  !  for  me,  I  could  not 
retain  these  seasons  of  joy,  they  fled  from 
me.  My  breast  and  throat  were  like  a 
burning  fire;  my  stomach  seem¬ 
ed  to  hang  like  a  heavy  weight  in  my  body; 
my  heart  beat  convulsively,  and  my  bowels 
were  all  in  commotion.  I  often  thought 
these  were  terrible  exercises,  and  I  would 
not  be  a  Christian  or  these  things  would  not 
be.  I  believed  God’s  people  were  holy,  and 
I  was  a  vile  wretch,  or  my  mind  would  not 
be  filled  with  such  wicked  thoughts.  A 
great  weakness  seized  my  limbs  and  I  walk¬ 
ed  about  apparently  more  dead  than  alive. 
I  prayed  much  in  private,  but  the  enemy 
was  present  at  all  times,  and  on  all  occasions 
suggesting  evil  things,  and  condemnation 
troubled  my  soul.  I  kept  thinking  of  Esau 
who  sold  his  hirt-hright  for  a  mess  of  potage, 
and  afterwards  found  uo  place  for  repent- 
enc6,  though  he  sought  it  carefully  witty 
tears.  And  then  Satan  would  say  “how 
can  such  a  vile  sinner  as  you  have  been 
ever  think  of  living  in  God’s  kingdom  whep 
angels  were  cast  out  for  the  single  sin  of 
pride?”  Then  I  would  reason  thus  “Did 
not  Jesus  come  into  the  world  to  save  sin¬ 
ners?'’  hut  my  adversary  met  me  again  say¬ 
ing:  “Not  for  rebels  against  Ghd  and  heav¬ 
en,  like  you.  Your  doom  is  sealed.”  Oh! 
what  agony  seized  my  mind  !  My  conduct 
was  so  uncommon  that  some  said  “he  is  go¬ 
ing  crazy.”  Up  to  this  time  I  had  not  disclosed 
my  troubles  to  any  one  but  my  wife,  and 
she  was  fast  sinking  in  spirits,  owing  to  the 
deep  distress  and  agony  I  was  in.  I  com¬ 
menced  family  worship.  Morning  and  even¬ 
ing  we  bowed  at  the  family  alter,  hut  even 
during  the  devotions  my  mind  would  be 
filled  with  impure  thoughts  and  terrible 
blasphemy,  and  the  least  sins  of  my  life  tow¬ 
ered  like  mountains  before  me,  and  the 
Devi'  would  suggest,  “It  is  no  use  foryoti 
to,  pray.”  Then  I  would  say,  “I  will  and  if  I 
die  in  this  state ;  I  will  die  praying.”  Thank 
the  Lord  that  he  gave  me  a  desire  to  pray, 
glory  to  his  holy  name  ;  for  his  tender  mer¬ 
cy  and  love  for  me.  I  began  to  think  if  I 
would  search  the  Scriptures  they  would  be 
of  much  use  to  me.  Then  Satan  suggested 
“How  often  has  the  priest  warned  you 
against  reading  the  Scriptures,  telling  you 
that  they  may  be  read  to  your  own  des¬ 
truction.”  I  had  in  my  house  two  Bibles, 
one  was  a  Roman  Catholic,  and  the  > 
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protestant  Bible.  I  took  hold  of  king 
James’  version,  and  opened  it,  but  I  could 
not  read  six  words  at  a  time,  Satan  so  se¬ 
verely  tempted  me.  I  struggled  for  tbe  mas¬ 
tery,  and  determined  1  would  read  the  Bi¬ 
ble.  I  tried  to  read,  but  it  was  a  sealed 
book  to  me.  When  I  would  read  such 
words  as  are  found  in  Isaiah  24th  chapter, 
17th  verse,  “Fear,  and  the  pit,  and  the 
snare,  are  upon  thee,  O  inhabitant  of  the 
earth,”  what  horror  would  fill  my  soul.  Or 
when  I  read  such  Scripture  as  St.  Paul  to 
the  Romans  1  chap.  21-22  verses,  “Because 
that,  when  they  knew  God,  they  glorified 
Him  not  as  a  God,  neither  were  they  thank¬ 
ful,  but  become  vain  in  their  imaginations, 
and  their  foolish  hearts  were  darkened.  Pro¬ 
fessing  themselves  to  be  wise,  they  became 
fools.”  At  such  times  my  heart 
made  intercessions  before  God  with  in¬ 
expressible  groanings.  I  resolved  I  would 
speak  to  the  Priest  about  the  state  of  my 
mind.  He  asked  me  what  appeared  to  be 
wrong.  I  told  him  I  scarcely  knew  what 
was  the  matter.  I  felt  the  Lord  was  angry 
with  me.  He  replied,  “It  will  be  bad  for  the 
sacraments,  if  you  are  in  such  a  state  of 
mind.”  He  asked  me  if  any  of  my  family 
•were  ever  in  such  a  state.  I  answered  “No 
sir.”  He  then  asked  if  I  had  been  drinking 
much  tea.  I  replied  I  had  not.  He  was 
silent  a  short  time,  then  said,  “You  had  bet¬ 
ter  go  and  see  a  physician,  and  get  medical 
aid.”  I  applied  to  a  doctor  in  Philipsburg. 
He  examined  me  and  said,  “I  will  have  you 
all  right  in  a  short  time.”  He  directed  me 
to  go  to  the  drug  store  and  get  a  pint  of 
whiskey,  and  put  this  in  it,  handing  me  a 
package  containing  something  like  sawdust, 
but  very  bitter,  and  directed  me  to  take  a 
table-spoon  full  before  each  meal.  I  thought 
if  it  would  cure  me,  I  would  like  to  take  it 
all  at  one  dose.  But  after  taking  it  all,  I 
was  no  better,  and  my  sorrowing  soul  went 
out  in  prayer  to  God  for  deliverance.  Find¬ 
ing  no  relief,  and  having  received  no  bene¬ 
fit  from  the  medicine,  I  applied  to  another 
doctor  of  the  same  town.  He  felt  my  pulse 
and  gave  some  physic,  but  it  was  not  what 
I  needed,  and  it  did  me  no  good.  My  wife 
said  to  me :  “1  think  if  you  could  get  a 
copy  of  Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress  it 
would  do  you  some  good,”  I 
replied  I  did  not  know,  Roman 
Catholic's  do  not  believe  that  book.  “Well,” 


said  she,  “I  believe  it  would  give  you  some 
relief  if  you  could  get  it  and  read  it.”  Notr 
having  done  much  work  for  some  time,  I 
was  out  of  money  and  was  not  able  to  buy 

it,  I  said  to  my  wife  “Mr.  S - in  town 

may  have  it,  or  Mr.  L - ”  who  was  a  lo¬ 

cal  preacher  in  tbe  M.  E.  Church,  and  was 
book  keeper  at  tbe  mines  where  1  was  em¬ 
ployed,  My  wife  did  not  like  to  borrow,  so- 
we  did  not  get  the  book  at  that  time.  Up- 
to  Ibis  period  I  could  not  think  I  was  con¬ 
verted,  although  at  times  my  soul  would  be 
filled  with  joy  and  gladness.  But  I  was  a 
member  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  and 
must  not  believe  anything  that  church  did1 
uot  teach,  so  I  kept  struggling  with  sin  and! 
Satan  until  I  became  very  weak  in  body. 
Frequently  persons  said  to  me,  “Why  John 
Bishop,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?”  I 
hardly  knew  what  to  say,  but  would  tell; 
them  I  had  dyspepsia.  My  long  walk  in 
the  morning  air  became  too  fatiguing  for' 
me,  and  we  had  to  remove  nearer  tO'my 
work,  as  I  was  working  by  eentract  I  could 
do  a  little  when  I  was  able;  On  the  day 
we  moved,  about  ten  o’clock  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,  such  peace  and  joy  came  into  my  soul 
I  believe  I  could  have  stood  to  be  cut  iu 
pieces,  for  the  love  of  tbe  Saviour.  My 
troubles  all  left  me,  and  my  soul  was  filled 
with  thankfulness;  but  still  I  was  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Roman  Catholic  church  and  be¬ 
lieved  I  must  find  pardon  for  my  sins  in 
the  confessional,  and  at  the  disposal  of  the 
priest.  I  felt  so  much  peace  and  joy,  I 
thought  I  would  be  well  in  a  few  days. 
It  was  not  long  however  before  I  was  again 
in  trouble.  I  was  tarrified  by  a  fearful 
temptation  to  sin,  and  the  adversary  of  my 
soul  said,  “Did  I  not  tell  you,  you  were 
given  up  of  God.  There  is  no  pardon  for* 
you.  You  are  rejected  as  was  Esau,  who  sold 
his  birth-right,  and  afterward  found  no 
place  for  repentance,  though  he  sought  it 
carefully  with  tears.”  My  temptations  and 
fears  were  so  great,  I  dare  not  indulge  eyen 
in  lawful  pleasures.  I  become  so  disgusted 
with  myself,  I  thought  I  was  unworthy  to- 
live,  aud  came  near  destroying  myself.  But 
1  thank  God,  who  rules  all  things  well,  that 
I  am  still  alive,  About  this  time,  1  had 
such  a  deep  sense  of  my  sinfulness,  and  un¬ 
worthiness,  I  was  filled  with  shame,  and 
confession  covered  my  face.  I  struggled 
against  these  things,  but  I  was  fiilled  with. 
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rage  and  could  neither  work  nor  pray,  aDd 
only  utter  deep  groans.  I  would  lie  down 
expecting  my  body  would  burst,  my  heart 
was  broken.  I  felt  the  truth  of  the  Scripture 
which  teaches,  “The  heart  is  deceitful  above 
all  things,  and  desperately  wicked.”  But 
God  was  mindful  of  me.  My  heart  swells 
with  gratitude  when  I  think  of  these  things. 
I  am  now  in  my  right  mind,  sitting  at  the 
feet  of  Jesus.  Glory  be  to  God  for  his  lov¬ 
ing  kindness  to  me!  One  morning  while 
suffering  from  these  painful  exercises,  I 
went  to  work  with  my  two  little  boys.  I 
was  seized  with  fearful  rage.  I  laid  down 
aDd  said  to  my  children,  “Oh  boys  pray  for 
me  !”  I  thought  I  could  not  live,  and  was 
many  weeks  troubled  with  that  impression. 
Alter  this  some  light  came  again  into 
my  soul,  but  it  was  of  short  du¬ 
ration.  I  was  yet  in  the  Ro¬ 
man  Catholic  Church,  and  dare  not  believe 
anything  outside  of  her  teachings.  It 
greatly  distressed  me  whenever  I  thought 
of  Esau,  who  found  no  place  for  repentence 
though  he  sought  it  carefully  with  tears. 
My  case  seemed  like  his,  and  deep  despair 
came  upon  me,  Oh  !  how  sad  was  my  lot 
for  about  three  months,  then  some  relief 
came  and  I  could  read  the  Bible  with  some 
comfort,  and  joy  filled  my  heart  when  read¬ 
ing  St.  Paul  to  the  Hebrews  12  chap.,  6-7 
verses  “For  whom  the  Lord  loyeth  he  chas- 
teneth,  and  scourgeth  every  son  whom  he 
receiveth,”  “If  ye  endure  chastening,  God 
dealeth  with  us  as  with  sons;  for  what  son 
is  he  when  the  father  chasteneth  not  ?”  I 
now  commenced  to  pray  fervently  that  Al¬ 
mighty  God  would  reveal  to  me  some  per 
sou  who  had  passed  through  similar  terri¬ 
ble  exercises  of  mind.  Finding  no  one  to 
comfort  and  lead  me,  in  a  little  while,  I 
was  as  bad  as  ever.  When  I  would  hear 
the  Methodist  Church  bell  ring  for  worship, 
I  would  put  my  fingers  into  my  ears,  for 
every  tap  the  sexton  gave  it,  increased  the 
distress  of  my  soul.  At  last  I  became  a 
prisoner  in  Doubting  Castle,  guarded  by 
giant  Despair  Here  I  remained  for  weeks,  I 
was  unable  to  work  or  pray.  I  tried  to  pray, 
did  the  very  best  I  could,  but  I  had  little  or 
no  faith.  Then  the  suggestion  would.come, 
“Yours  day  of  grace  is  gone.”  I  was  in 
constant  misery,  and  w  as  a  trouble  to  those 
around  me.  I  was  so  much  disturbed  in 
mind  that  I  was  tempted  to  destroy  my 
self.  (I  thank  God  that  in  those  trying 
times.  He  remembered  me,  and  kept  me 
alive.)  but  my  heart  was  full  of  enmity 
against  God,  and  the  enemy  of  my  soul 
would  suggest  the  vilest  blasphemy.  It 
seemed  that  all  hell  was  against  me,  that 


I  was  surrounded  by  devils,  and  lived  in  the 
midst  of  them.  I  could  not  do  anything  but. 
that  Satan  would  suggest  some  evil  thought 
My  struggles  at  this  time  with  the  lusts  of' 
the  flesh,  and  the  powers  of  hell  were  so 
painful  that  my  whole  body  was  in  agita¬ 
tion,  and  a  vapor  escaped  from  my  persons 
as  from  a  boiling  chaldron.  This  state  of 
things  lasted  abont  three  hours.  Then  I 
received  some  relief  and  comfort,  but  my 
body  was  weakened  in  every  member,  by 
the  constant  struggles  I  had  had  w  ith  Sa¬ 
tan  and  sia.  My  Church  relation  was  stilt 
in  my  way.  I  thought  my  pardon  and 
peace  must  come  through  the  confessional 
and  the  Priest,  and  by  the  precepts  and  ab¬ 
solutions  of  the  church  I  must  be  saved. 
My  wife  found  a  small  book,  entitled,. 
“Christ  and  the  Disciple.”  I  read  a  por¬ 
tion  of  it,  and  said  to  my  wife,  “These  are 
the  words  of  man,  a  human  being  wrote- 
this  book.”  1  felt  that  I  wanted  to  go  and 
kneel  at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  as  I  had  often 
done  at  the  feet  of  the  priest.  At  this  time 
a  short  season  of  peace  and  joy  came  to  my' 
soul.  B.ut  Satan  came,,  as  a  thief  in  the- 
night  and  stole  it  from  me,  and  plunged  me 
in  deep  despair,.  1  went  about  feeling  like  a. 
condemned  criminal.  Oh  !  how  I  prayed 
for  the  Lord  to  direct  some  one  to  me,  wTho- 
understood  my  case,  and  knew  how  to  lead, 
me.  I  began  to  wish  I  was  anything  but  a. 
human  being.  I  begrudged  the  fowls  of  the 
air,  their  happiness,  their  freedom  and  en¬ 
joyment  tormented  me.  If  I  saw  any  one- 
making  preparations  for  the  future,  it  pain¬ 
ed  me.  I  envied  the  cow  and  horse,  and; 
wished  that  like  them  Iliad  no  soul.  I  thought 
I  would  try  a  physician  once  more  as  I 
could  not  work.  I  said  to  my  wife  “I  wilt 
go  to  town  and  consult  another  doctor,  :  I 
cannot  live  in  this  state.”  So  I  started  with 
a  sad  heart,  weeping  and  praying  as  1  went.. 
I  was  afraid  I  would  drop  down  dead  on 
the  way.  From  my  infancy  I  had  been, 
taught  that  saints  in  heaven  could  prevail 
with  God  for  their  friends  on  earth.  My 
mother  being  dead,  I  believed  she  was  in 
heaven.  I  cried  out  in  a  paroxism  of  de¬ 
spair.  “Mother,  if  thou  art  a  blessed  spirit 
in  heaven,  do  then  intercede  for  me.”  L 
came  trembling  into  town  almost  ashamed, 
to  meet  any  one,  for  my  eyes  were  red 
with  crying.  .1  reached  the  doctor’s  and 
began  to  tell  him  how  I  felt.  He  looked  at 
me,  and  said,  “Take  this,”  handing  me  a. 
small  bottle  of  medicine,  “and  follow  the  di¬ 
rections.”  I  took  it  as  directed,  It  did  me 
no  good.  He  gave  me  a  wrong  prescrip¬ 
tion.  It  was  the  witness  of  the  Divine  fa¬ 
vor  I  needed.  If  he  could  have  put  up  for 
me  a  bottle  of  Divine  grace,  that  I  am  sure 
would  have  laid  the  foundation  for  “more 
to  follow,”  and  the  help  I  needed  would 
have  been  realized.  I  was  still  in  darknese- 
and  doubt,  feeling  I  was  a  degraded  sinner,, 
not  fit  to  live  nor  ready  to  die;  feeble  in 
body,  and  tormented  in  mind.  One  morn-' 
ing  my  wife  said,  to  me,  “Take  thisbasket. 


6 


REM  AUK  ABLE  CONVERSION  OF  A  ROMAN  CATHOLIC. 


go  to  tLie  butcher’s,  and  get  some  meat, 
the  fresh  air  and  walk  may  do  you  good.” 
I  started  for  town  to  get  the  meat.  When  I 
reached  the  shop,  it  was  full  of  women,  so 
I  waited  outside  expecting  they  would  soon 
leave, (as  I  was  not  in  a  condition  to  mix 
with  company).  While  waiting  such  terri¬ 
ble  blasphemous  thoughts  came  into 
my  mind  that  they  seemed,  to 
rush  through  niy  •  whole  system 
like  electricity.  I  was  stunned,  and  eavpe 
near  falling  in  the.  street.  “You  have  sin¬ 
ned  against  the  Holy  Ghost”  sounded-  in 
my  ears.  I  really  thought  I  had.  I  went 
home  without  the  meat,  trembling  and 
shaking  like  an  aspen.  I  told  my  wife  what 
had  happened,  and  how  Satan  had  tempt¬ 
ed  me.  She  tried  to  comfort  me,  telling  me 
“The  Devil  was  a  liar  and  the  father  of 
lies.”  I  began  to  reason  thus,  ITbw  can  it 
be  possible  that  I  have  sinned  against  the 
Holy  Ghost  when  my  whole  soul  is  resist¬ 
ing,  and  fighting  against  these  things,  and 
the  very  thought  ol’  them  fills  me  with  hor¬ 
ror  ?  I  took  the  Bible  and  began  to  search 
flits  Scriptures,  and  when  I  read  Prov.  1 , , 
25-28,  '‘But  ye  have  set  at  naught  all  my 
counsel,  aDd  would  none  of  my  reproof;  I  also 
will  laugh  at  your  calamity;  1  will  mock 
when  your  fear  cometh,  when  your  fear 
coineth  as  desolation,  and  your  destruction 
cometh  like  a  wirlwind  ;  when  distress  and 
anguish  cometh  upon  you.  Then  shall 
they  call  upon  me  but  1  will  not  answer;  they 
shall  seek  tue  early,  but  they  shall  not  find 
me.”  YV  hat  horror  seized  me  !  Satan  sug¬ 
gested,  “did  I  not  tell  you  that  you  were 
rejected,  “You  are  a  fool  and  can  have  no 
part  or  lot  in  God’s  kingdom.”  I  began  to 
think  I  was  a  fool,  and  belonged  to  that 
class  spoken  of  in  the  Bible.  At  times  I 
would  be  very  pevish  and  irritable,  while 
suffering  from  these  temptations  of  the  wick¬ 
ed  one.  I  had  very  little  faith,  but  hope  sus 
rained  me  and  kept  my  soul  from  sinking. 
I  often  felt  hope  was  my  best  friend.  One 
day  I  was  standing  between  103'  wife  and 
my  two  children,  when  I  here  came  such  a 
sense  of  fear  and  trembling  over  me,  I  cri¬ 
ed  out,  “I  am  lost!  I  am  lost  1”  I  pulled  my 
wife  on  her  knees  and  with  tears  rolling  clown 
my  cheeks,  I  said.  “Do  pray  for  me.”  I 
besought  the  Lord  to  send  some -one  to  me, 
who  could  tell  me  what  was  the  matter 
with  me,  and  how  1  could  get  relief?  I 
kept  struggling  against  the  corruptions  of 
my  own  evil  heart.  One  day  I  was  trying 
to  work,  when  a  man  came  to  me  and  said, 
“Bishop,  I  know  what  is  the  matter  with 
you  as  well  as  if  I  were  inside  of  you.  Yon 
need  not  take  any  more  pills.”  I  thought 
lie  knew  more  than  the  doctor,  (1  suppose 
the  good  man  would  have  come  to  me  soon¬ 
er,  but  he  knew  I  was  a  Roman  Cotholic, 
and  he  was  a  Methodist).  Pie  talked,  and  1 
listened  until  my  tongue  was  tied,  and  I 
was  like  the  man  spoken  of  in  the  Gospel, 
who  was  speechless.  I  thought  he  talked 
reason  a  ar-n  T  tPJg)jP£.  SMt  lit , 


taught  me,  but  this  thought  came  into  ni3r 
mind.  “Can  there  be  any  truth  outside  of 
my  own  church  ?”  While  reasoning  of 
these  things,  I  thought  I  saw  a  great  beast 
and  heard  a  voice  saying,  “I  will  smite 
thee  with  my  curse.”  I  tried  again  to  ac¬ 
cept  his  words,  but  it  was  with  much  fear 
and  trembling.  He  left  me,  but  after  his 
day's  work  was  done,  he  came  to  my  house 
and  brought  some  books,  among  them  was 
Banyan’s  “Pilgrims  Progress”  and  Bunynp’s 
“Holy  War.”  I  read  the  Pilgrims  Progress 
with  some  comfort,  but  the  Holy  War  I 
could  not  read  for  some  weeks,  it  was  too 
strong  food  for  me.  This. good  old  disciple 
said  to  me  one  evening,  “I  am  glad  you  are 
in  this -state,  but  I  do  not  like  to  see  you 
suffer  so  much.”  I  did  not  know  what  to 
make  of  this  speech.  He  then  said,  “God 
has  a  work  for  you  to  do,  and  I  believe  He 
has  spoken  peace  to  your  soul.  If  you 
could  only  believe  it.”  I  had  been 
taught  my  pardon  must  come  through 
the  Priest,  when  in  the  coofes, 
nial,  and  my  early  training  always  placed 
the  Priest  between  me  aud  my  Saviour, 
But  now  the  scales  began  to  fall  from  my 
eyes  and  the  Lord  called  me  in  these  words 
“Lome  unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are 
heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest.  Take 
my  yoke  upon  you  and  learn  of  me;  for  I 
am  meek  and  lowly  in  heart,  and  ye  shall 
find  rest  unto  your  souls.”  “I  am  the  way 
the  truth  an  t  the  life.”  “He  that  believeth 
and  is  baptized  shall  be  saved."  “If  any 
man  will  be  my  disciple  let  him  deny  him¬ 
self  and  tak.fi  up  his  cross  and  follow  me.” 
I  felt  great  comfort  while  reading  Isaiah  41 
10,  “Pear  thou  not ;  for  I  am  with  thee  ;  be 
not  dismayed,  for  1  am  thy  God  ;  I  will 
strengthen  thee ;  yea,  I  will  help  thee  ;  yea, 
I  will  uphold  thee  by  the  right  hand  of  my' 
righteousness,”  and  I  had  great  joy  when 
reading  Isa.  54, 8,  9,  and  the  words  of  St. 
James  1,12,  greatly  encouraged  me,  as  I 
read  the  words  “Blessed  is  the  man  that 
endpreth  temptation  ;  for  when  he  is  tried 
he  shall  receive  the  crown  of  life,  which 
the  Lord  has  promised  to  them  that  love 
him.:”  And  the  language  of  St.  John  in  the 
Revelations  2,  2,  “I  know  thy  vvorks,  and 
and  thy  patience,  and  thou  canst 
not  bear  them  which  are  evil ;  and  thou 
hast  tried  them  which  say  they  are  apostles, 
and  are  not,  and  hast  found  them 
liars.”  And  my  poor  heart  would  melt  iq 
tenderness  when  reading  Rev.  7,  14,  “These 
are  they  which  came  out  of  great  tribula¬ 
tion,  and  washed  their  robes  and  made 
them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.” 
M3  soul  was  jojTul  in  God,  and.  yet  I  could 
not  leave  the  church  of  Rome.  I  cannot 
say  how  often  the  Lord  bad  blessed 
me.  Every  time  I  thought  I  must  hold 
to  my  Church’s  teaching.  I  heard  a 
preacher  say,  that  I  reminded  him  of  Lu¬ 
ther  who  wore  a  three,  pointed  cap,  and  no 
matter  which  way  the  Great  Reformer  turn¬ 
ed  one  point  was  toward  Rome.  My  MetAt  - 
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odist  friend  often  come  to  see  me,  and  pray 
with  tile,  and  ask  me  how  I  was  getting 
along.  1  sometimes  thought  he  was  na¬ 
iling  with  me.  1  would  ask  him,  “Do  you 
believe  the  Lord  will  have  mercy  on  me  and 
Save  me?’’  “Yes.”  he  would  reply,  ‘if  you 
trust  him,  and  abandon  that  arm  of  flesh 
in  which  you  have  trusted.”  What  strug¬ 
gles  1  would  haye  whenever  I  thought  ot 
K-Canting  py  faith,  and  withdrawing  Irom 
the  church  of  my  parents,  in  which  I  had 
lived  since  thy  birtm  I  went  to  the  Parish 
Priest,  told  him  wli'at  sweet  communion  1 
had  with  Jesus,  and  u  hat  divine  aspirations 
my  soul  had  toward  God.  lie  re  lied  “your 
mind  is  affected.  The  Devil  sometimes  ap¬ 
pears  as  an  angel  of  light.”  I  said  1  thought 
that  could  not  be  in  my  case  ;  lie  could  hot 
come  in  the  light,  as  1  had  received  it.  i 
told  hint  I  felt  so  much  better.  He  asked 
mu  what  1  lmd  done  to  make  The  feel  so 
much  better.  1  said  I  found  relief  in  pray¬ 
er,  and  in  reading  the  Scriptures.  Hu  re¬ 
plied  you  need  not  be  reading  and  praying 
so  much.  I  also  told  him  1  had  been  read  - 
ing  Bunyan’s  Pilgrims  Progress.  He  re¬ 
plied,  “That  is  a  book  you  have  no  busi¬ 
ness  to  read.”  anil  added,  “Banyan  might 
have  been  a  good  m  in.”  (L  suppose  he  j 
meant  if  he  had  been  a  Roman  Catholic)  I 
found  no  sympathy  or  comfort,  i  had 
gone  to  a  broken  cistern,  and  had  to  leave 
without  water.  To  a  hank  for  money,  and 
found  it  empty.  My  confidence  w-.s  sir  li¬ 
en  in  the  Priest,  but  it  was  increased  in  my 
Methodist  friend,  to  w  hom  I  opened  my 
mind,  and  told  him  of  my  interview  with  the 
Priest.  He  said,  “It  you  do  not  give  up  ail  for 
Jesus,  you  will  soon  find  yourself  on  tiie 
briuk  of  hell  again.”  These  words  deeply 
impressed  me,  and  seemed  to.  in  fuse  cour¬ 
age  into  me.  This  man  prayed  with  me 
w  tide  at  my  work  and  came  to  my  house  to 
pray,  and  1  began  to  pray  in  his  way.  On  ! 
what  contentment  I  felt  when  1  could  come 
tight  to  Jesus,  not  through  the  Piiest  or 
saints,  but  direct  to  him.  Oh  !  how  gently 
and  sweetly  Jesus  was  leading  me.  I  read 
the  Scriptures  with  such  delight  and  began 
to  haye  a  thirst  for  scriptural  reading.  1 
bought  all  the  books  my  means  would  al¬ 
low,  a  ml  borrowed  others  I  could  not  buy. 
One  day  I  went  to  the  book  store  in  Pliil- 
iusburg  and  asked  lor  a  copy  of  Banyan’s 
“Pilgrims  Prog  res,”  the  book  seller  said,  “1 
think  1  have  a  copy.”  When  the  book 
was  handed  me,  I  said,  “That  book  has/done 
me  so  much  good,  I  would  not  be  without 
it  tor  a  great  price.”  He  then  asked  me  a 
few  questions,  and  I  opened  my  mind  to 
him.  1  knew  he  was  a  Methodist  preacher; 

1  said,  “You  think  it  strange  iu  me  to  buy 
this  book.”  He  said,  “1  do,  knowing  your 
church  does  not  allow  such  books  to  be 
-.read  by  its  members.”  He  spoke  with  much 
agitation,  tor  a  trembling  took  hold  of  him, 
He  said  to  me,  “God  is  certainly  working 
with  you.”  1  thought  there  was  truth  in 
these  things,  and  1  resolved  to  trust  wholly 


in  the  Lord.  Then  I  looked  at  the  Priest 
and  trembled  with  Romish  fear.  But  my 
Methodist  friend  stood  by  me  and  1  put 
confidence  in  whatever  he  said.  He  invit¬ 
ed  me  to  go  to  prayer  meeting  with  him. 

I  went,  at  first  very  reluctantly.  He  next 
invited  me  to  class  meeting ;  1  went  with 
him  there  also,  and  as  the  leader  call¬ 
ed  upon  all  to  speak.  I  hoped  he  would 
pass  by  me,  but  lie  came  around  where 
I  was.  I  felt  my  Romish  indignation  rise, 
1  spoke  as  best  1  could,  a.  very  few  words. 
When  returning  home,  iny  Methodist  friend 
said  to  me,  “Why  did  you  not  tell  the  class 
what  the  Lord  had  done  for  you?”  I  said 
“1  am  a  Roman  Catholic,  that  is  a  good  rea¬ 
son.”  But  said  he  “You  will  have  to  come 
out  boldly  on  the  Lord’s  side,  He  has  work 
tor  you  to  do.”  1  could  not  think  the  Lord 
had  any  work  for  such  a  wretch  as  I  had 
been,  and  I  knew  nothing  more  for  me  to 
do  in  the  Romish  Church,  than  the  humble 
office  i  then  rilled,  which  was  serving  the 

Priest  at  Mass.  1  said  to  Father  K - ‘T 

am  tired  of  the  world,  and  would  like  do 
end  my  days  in  a  monastery.”  Said  he, 
"How  do  you  know  you  would  like  it  ?” 
I  lolii  him  “I  knew  I  would  have  to  submit 
to  a  good  deal  of  humiliation.”  But  it 
would  have  been  no  trouble  for  me  at  that 
time  to  have  given  up  everything  and  spend 
the  balance  of  my  life  in  a  monastery.  I 
prayed  constantly  for  the  Lord  to  show  me 
if  lie  had  any  work  for  me  to  do,  and  I 
would  do  it.  1  could  now  read  the  Bible 
with  composure  of  mind,  and  found  much 
comfort  reading  the  Psalms  of  D-  vid  and 
So  Paul’s  epistles.  But  1  was  frequently 
interrupted  by  Satau’s  suggestions.  My 
Methodist  friend  came  otten  to  see  me,  but 
I  could  uot  yet  fully  give  up  my  Romish 
doctrines,  i  kept  praying  earnestly,  and. 
God  continued  to  bless  me.  Glory  to  His 
holy  name  forever!  ‘One  day  I  carue  home 
Irom  my  work,  and  went  into  my  bed-room 
to  pray,  and  I  was  so  melted  before  the 
Lord,  I  commenced  weeping  from  a  sense 
of  his  loving  presence.  While  in  prayer 
there  came  down  oyer  me  such  a 
glorious  light.  I  gave  expression  to  my  ex- 
tacy  in  shouts  of  “Glory  to  God.”  But 
presently  Satan  turned  upon  me  with  his 
heaviest  battery,  but  this  time  I  was  forti¬ 
fied.  The  fortress  was  strong  and  filled 
with  amunitiou.  The  darts  had  no  effect 
on  me.  1  told  my  Methodist  friend  about 
this  revelation  of  light  aBd  glory.  Hesaid, 
“It  is  the  Lord.  He  will  seal  it  all  very 
soon.”  I  felt  the  Lord  had  accepted  me  as 
his  own.  Shortly  after  I  commenced  to 
doubt  again.  I  told  my  friend,  and  he  en¬ 
couraged  me  the  best  he  could,  urging  me 
to  put  my  whole  trust  it  God,  and  be  stead- 
last — to  keep  praying,  and  Iook  to  Jesus. 
I  did  not  really  want  to  leave  my  church.  I 
continued  to  pray  and  to  crucify  the  old  man 
of  sins,  who  struggled  to  rise  in  me.  One  af¬ 
ternoon  I  took  a  walk  to  Philipsburg  to  see 
Mr.  S - .  He  asked  me  bow  I  was  get- 
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ting  along.  I  conversed  freely  with  him, 
for  1  believed  I  could  trust  him.  He  spoke 
very  affectionately  to  me,  but  did  not  ask 
me  to  join  his  church.  I  went  home  with  » 
-sorrowing heart,  reaching  it  about  sixo’clock 
in  the  evening.  After  supper  my  wife  and 
two  children  walked  out.  I  took  the  Bible 
and  commenced  reading.  Suddenly  a  sen¬ 
sation  of  peace  and  love  came  over  me.  1 
knelt  down  and  commenced  praying.  In  a 
few  moments  it  seemed  that  I  was  enshroud 
ed  with  a  glorious  light.  I  rose  trout  my 
knees,  sat  down  and  commenced  reading 
-again.  This  glorious  light  increased  in 
power.  I  was  overwhelmed,  ami  iu  my  ex- 
lacy  cried  out  “Lord,  when  shall  I  come  to 
Thee?  ’  Oh,  how  I  loDged  to  die  and  he 
■with  Jesus  !  Oh,  how  much  I  desired  to  go 
and  dwell  with  Him,  if  it  was  the  will  of 
the  Lord  concerning  me.  After  this  I  went 
to  mass  one  Sunday  morning.  After  mass 
the  Priest  said  to  me,  “Come  to  my  room. 
I  desire  to  have  a  talk  with  you  about  the 
state  of  your  mind.”  I  went  as  he  desired. 
We  talked  of  these  things.  I  received  no 
benefit,  and  was  not  satisfied  with  the  inter¬ 
view.  Our  conversations  did  not  accord. 
I  told  him  I  did  not  believe  any  man  could 
be  a  true  believer  in  Christ  until  God  had 
revealed  to  him  the  deep  corruption  of  his 
own  evil  heart.  He  asked  me  no  more  ques¬ 
tions.  I  had  a  few  more  week’s  struggling 
with  my  early  church  prejudices.  1  then 
resolved  to  tear  loose,  to  throw  off  the 
-shackles  which  had  so  long  held  me  in  bon¬ 
dage.  I  prayed  earnestly,  and  God  helped 
ed  me.  I  saw  an  open  door  that  no  man 
dare  shut.  1  entered  it,  and  am  now  a  free 
man  in  Christ  Jesus,  united  in  church  fel¬ 
lowship  with  those  faithful  brethren  who 
stood  by  me  when  I  was  in  trouble,  and 
led  me  to  Jesus  when  I  was  groaning  un¬ 
der  the  weight  of  sin.  And  uo«v  the  tap  of 
that  cuurch  bell  that  once  would  give  me 
pain  and  cause  me  to  stop  my  ears,  causes 
joyful  emotions  to  rise  iu  my  heart,  1  am 
hungering  and  thirsting  alter  righteousness. 
•Oh  !  what  intense  longing  I  have  for  Jesus, 
as  I  live  by  faith  trusting  wholly  in  Him, 
-seeking  those  things  which  are  above, 
where  Christ  sittelh  at  the  right  hand  of 
God.  The  things  that  are  seen  are  tempor¬ 
al  but  the  things  that  are  not  seen  are  eter¬ 
nal.  I  feel  I  am  dead  and  my  life  is  hid 
with  Christ  in  God.  Christian  people  put 
on  the  whole  armor  of  God,  seek  to  be  cov¬ 
ered  with  the  garment  of  righteousness  and 
be  ready  either  to  .fight  or  work  for  Jesus. 
■“All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus’  name.”  Some 
who  may  read  my  experience  will  sav,  “He 
as  crazy.”  I  rejoice  that  I  am  accounted 
worthy  to  suffer  for  Jesus  sake.  Festus 
.■said  to  Paul.  “Thou  art  beside  thyself,” 
after  Paul  had  before  a  council  ol  chief 
-dignitaries  related  his  experience,  begin¬ 
ning  with  his  youthful  training,  subsequent 
hatred  for  the  followers  of  Jesus,  and  terri¬ 
ble  persecution  of  the  saints  wherever  he 
.found  them,  how  God  arrested  him  on  the 


high  way  by  a  voice  and  a  great  light, 
above  the  brightness  of  the  sun  under  the 
power  of  which  he  fell  to  the  earth,  lost 
the  use  of  vision,  was  greatly  troubled  and 
led  as  a  child  into  Damascus,  and  was  1 
taught  the  way  of  Salvation  from  the  lips 
ofonewhohe  intended  to  destroy.  Truly 
Paul  lost  his  mind  or  gave  it  up  for  the 
mind  of  Christ  Iu  the  language  of  the 
great  apostle  I  can  say  “I  am  not  mad,  bat  r- 
speak  forth  the  words  of  truth  and  sober¬ 
ness.” 

FATHER  KENNEY — Rev  and  Dear  Str  ;  I  de 
sire  to  inform  you,  who  have  hitherto  been  my  spir* 
itual  advisor,  of  the  step  which  I  am  about  to  take 
in  the  name  of  the  Father  and  of  the  Son  and  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  After  much  prayer  t>  God,  the  Father 
of  us  all,  my  mind  has  gradually  been  Illuminated 
with  light  from  the  Holy  Spirit,  by  which  I  was 
led  to  see  the  error  of  my  ways  and  now  to  sever  my 
connection  with  the  Church  of  Rome  and  connect 
myself  with  the  Churc  h  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
Presuming  that  you  may  be  desirous  of  knowing 
what  has  led  me  to  take  such  a  step,  I  must  respect- 
lully  refer  you  back  to  the  several  conversations 
which  I  had  with  you  about  my  soul,  when  the  ■ 
pains  of  hell  got  hold  unon  me  You  seemed  then  | 
to  tr^at  all  my  terrors  with  Indifference,  or  were  so 
totally  ignorant  of  them  that  you  were  incapable  of 
giving  the  advice  I  so  greatly  needed  You  will  re¬ 
member,  father,  that  you  advised  me  to  go  to  a  phy¬ 
sician.  and  get  some  medicine,  I  went,  but  the 
Great  Physician,  who  says  in  his  holy  word ,  *‘Come 
unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden  and  I 
will  give  you  rest V  You  urged  me  to  go  to  work, 
and  I  did  with  all  the  energy  of  body  and  mind  set 
myself  to  work  out  my  soul’s  salvation  with  fear 
and  trembling,  by  repenting  before  God  of  my  sins 
and  trusting  alone  in  the  merits  of  Christ  my  Sav¬ 
iour,  who  redeemed  me  with  his  blood,  and  oh. 
what  peace  and  holy  joy  1  have  had  since  my  soul 
has  been  cured  of  this  terrible  malady  of  sin.  I 
feei  now  'hat  I  ain  accepted  of  the  beloved  whose 
voice  speaks  my  sins  forgiven,  and  whose  precious 
blood  washed  awav  all  my  iniquities.  I  feel  that  I 
am  a  new  creature  In  Christ  Jesus  who  saves  me.  I 
need  now  no  Priest,  lor  Jesus  is  my  High  Priest,1 
and  1  cau  approach  boldly  the  mercy  seat  and  fi.id 
grace  to  help  in  every  time  of  need.  I  have  found 
in  Him  all  1  want.  My  new  and  joyous  experience 
has  given  me  to  see  that  1  need  not  expect  any  sym¬ 
pathy  from  the  Church  of  Rome,  with  which  I  have 
been  so  long  identified,  and  to  whose  services  I 
have  been  so  devoted,  for  there  ifl  no  response  to  my 
joy,  so  I  must  seek  association  witn  the  people 
whose  God  is  the  Lord,  whose  services  area  de¬ 
light,  and  with  whom  lean  hold  sweet  comunlon . 

I  hope  my  friends  will  do  me  justice  by  believing 
that  I  have  not  taken  this  step  to  obtain  ignoble  ends  , 
but  ihat  1  have  done  so  through  profound  convic¬ 
tion,  because  my  God  commanded  me  and  1  have 
been  obliged  to  obey  Him.  You,  no  doubt,  may 
call  me  a  traitor,  an  apostate,  an  heretic.  I  expect 
such  for  my  sentence.  Our  divine  Lord  says  the 
disciple  is  not  above  his  master.  In  the  future  I 
pray  God  that  I  may  always  treat  you  with  the 
same  respect  and  courtesy  as  usual.  Yours  in  the 
truth.  JOHN  J.  BISHOP. 

About  this  time  Father  Kenney  left  the 
Parish,  and  Father  bhanahan  was  the  offi¬ 
ciating  Priest,  to  whom  the  following  let-i 
ter  was  written  : 

REV.  SHANAHAN — Rev  and  Dear  Sir:  I 
hereby  notify  you  of  my  withdrawal  from  the  Ro-| 
man  Catholic  Church  of  which  1  have  been  a  life¬ 
long  member.  I  am  Impelled  to  this  step  from  a 
conviction  of  duty.  1  have  had  such  a  change 
wrought  in  me  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  has  made 
a  complete  change  in  my  views  and  experience, 
that  I  feel  longer  to  remain  in  the  comunlon  of  your 
church  would  be  to  destroy  the  unity  of  the  church 
in  this  place,  as  well  as  my  peace  of  mind.  With 
kind  regard  and  best  wishes  for  your  personal  wel-; 
fare,  1  remain  yours.  JOHN  J,  BISHOP. 


